A  FOSTER  CHILD  OF THE  COMMUNIST  PARTY                    7
Since the temple and the Pillayar belonged to the workers them-
selves, no one objected.
In the railway colony ground youngsters of the RSS, clad in khaki
shorts and white shirts, gathered in the evenings for games and
physical exercise. Most of them did not belong to the railway colony.
Along with a few friends of the colony I used to go to the ground
to see the fun, though I never participated in any sport. Some
railway colony kids who accompanied me to the ground were
attracted by the sports activities of the RSS men and joined their
ranks.
I questioned niy uncle and a few other Communists about the
RSS men. They replied that RSS men were Hindu fanatics whose
goal was "Akhand Hindustan" and that they were the counterparts
of the Muslim League. I understood what such men stood for and I
started a group in opposition to them.
It was known as the "Villupuram Railway Colony Boys' Associa-
tion." I gathered together 50 youngsters, most of whom were
about the same age as I. A few were slightly older. All of them
were children of railway workers. Even though I had no 'personal
interest in participating in sports, I made sure that sports occupied
the primary place in our association's activities.
Each evening at 4 P.M., wearing red shorts and a white shirt, and
carrying the red flag, I would start from niy uncle's house and walk
proudly to the railway colony a kilometre away.
Opposite the Villupuram railway junction there was a Muslim
restaurant. I don't distinctly recall whether it was named "Subhan
Hotel" or whether we called it so because a Communist sympathizer,
Subkan, was associated with the restaurant. I was accorded the
privilege of being served with cake and tea free of charge at the
restaurant on my way to the association.
A major goal before us was that all 50 members of the association
should equip themselves with uniforms. That object remained
unfulfilled till the end.
On reaching my destination I would plant the red flag in the
centre of the field. The youngsters would start playing and I would
simply watch them with interest.
In my imagination, I saw myself as a politician, a young Commu-
nist, and a revolutionary hero in the army fighting for a new epoch.
I learned later that my uncle's house in Villupuram served as
a "commune" for full time workers of the Communist Party.8 On